Republic PieJuroi' star A Fawcett Publication 

Rocky Lane 



A Fawcett Publication 



Featuring His Stallion BLACK JACK 



WESTERN 



A. 



Urn 



in thb issue: The Sonset Teu&l 

PLUS OTHER WESTERN TRAIL- BLAZERS! 



ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




AOCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




MCKTLAM WftftM 





WtARH., MAN. Sill I 

Design shows cowboys 
In corral-riding, roping, 
branding ! JFaat c<*lor. so 
n't fade' 
Special offer! Only 
35c and one label from 
■Rocky" Lane's favorite 
malted milk. It'seaey to 
make delicious, nourish- 
ing Carnation Malteds 
at Home .80 hurry! 
Oat a jar of Carnation 
Malted Milk and send 
for your "Rocky" Lane 
Bandana today! 
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5fl COT OUT MEW m 

FROM VfiOCt&e SACKS OF 

ddy&WA FLAKES CP 



■■. No monoy to ion ft In. 

Tm wiT ywr rfbflutao m«k who* 
Mom bwys KeHoyg'* Corn Flofco*. 
a fcm-eoltect-rr«do-a> 
6 1RAND-NEW MASKS) 

OH, BOY— FUN FOR HALLOWEEN OR ANY- 
TIME I MYSTERY) EXCITEMENT! Dn» up in 
disguise— fool your friend*. Give a cos- 
tume party, everybody wearing a different ■ 
"fount face" Diaouts* mask from the 
package backs of Kellogg'a Corn Flakes. 
Be first in your neighborhood to catch on 
to this newest fad. No monoy to pay or 
•and; no watting. Ask yew Mom for 
Keilogg's Corn Flakea now. Your "funny 
face" DISOUTSB MASK la on the package! 




\ *"** «>u da. 





OldWayne #372 
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NESTER 




I^RED CAMMER reined up sharply and 
stared at the door of his two-room cabin. 
His big hands .trembled. It he had been asked 
whether that was caused by rage or fear, he 
couldn't have answered. 

"Combination." he might have drawled in his 
word-saving manner of speech. 

Fred sat tall in the saddle. His shoulders 
were broad, his lace bore a strong, rock-like 
quality, His hands were big and tough He 
*ppeared not to be the type of man who would 
■care easily and yet, as he stared at his door, 
there was a second when ice gripped his heart.- 
On that door was his death warrant. Nothing 
M crude and straightforward as a scrawled note, 
tut nevertheless a message that spelled his doom 
Al surely as U it had been printed in black 
l*it«rt tCn feet high. 

It was there, a bird's neat, impaled against 
the door by a longbladed knife. 

Fred Cummer sat still and looked at it. A 
flood of emotions surged through his brain and 
beait. That he had long expected it didn't ease 
the shock. To him the message on the door 
read, "Kill the nester." 

"Like a wreath !" he said aloud and his 
shoulder* shook with mirthless, near-hysterical 
laughter. Then he leaped from his horse and 
tore the knile savagely from the door and hurled 
It to trie ground. 

"Trouble, Fred?" asked a voice behind him. 
Kied turned. The U. S. Marshal, astride his 
big, white stallion, was looking down at him. 

Wordlessly, Fred pointed at the nest and 
knife on the ground. 

"Notice to vacate, eh?" said the Marshal 
gravely. "You aim to leave?" 

Fred shook his head from side to side. 
"1 saw smoke in the sky. thought there might 
be trouble and rode on out," said the Marshal 
" "Bam burned," responded Fred. 

"Know who did it? Want to make any 
charges?" asked the Marshal, 
Fied laughed, bitterly. 

His barn had been burned, his fences cut. 
jjBCTB it«4 ttsmoied bis com, But he had no 



proof of anything, nothing the law could help 
him with. 

The Marshal spoke again to the taciturn 
farmer. "Boy, I admire your courage, but 1 
won't say it's not downright foolish. True, 
you've got the law on your side. 1 know you 
have government papers that say this land is 
yours. I know you mind your own business 
and abide by the law. You're not hurting any- 
body. But cattlemen somehow just can't abide 
nesters and there are some mighty mean cattle- 
men sometimes." 

The lawman paused. He wasn't naming names, 
but Fred Cammer knew he was referring to 
Bradley Duke, the local beef baron, and his 
men. Bradley Duke was a gun-slinging cattle 
king who had a reputation for killing anything 
or anybody who got in his way. Many a nester 
who'd tried to oppose him had become buj^ard 
bait. 

"I won't stand for murder." continued the 
Marshal. "I'll clamp down on anybody, nester 
or cattleman, 1 find getting out of line. But 
this is a mighty big country and sometimes 
murder is hard to prove. If you're determined 
to stay here, I'll do what I can for you. boy, 
but you're going to have to be ready to protect 
yourself. Be careful." 

"Thanks." said Fred, grimly, as the Marshal 
turned his mount and rode away. 

Fred entered the cabin and threw himself on 
his bunk, his hands behind his head. He stared 
at the rough hewn ceiling. A stranger might 
have thought this the gesture of despair; of a 
man who had given up who was lying down 
waiting for death to come and get him. But 
anyone who knew Fred Cammer would have 
known better. He was thinking. He was plan- 
ning. His body was relaxed, but his mind was 
active. No matter what the odds, Fred would 
go down fighting. 

As he stared at the ceiling, he tried to visual- 
ize what Bradley Duke would do next. Dry 
gulching was the likeliest possibility. Some- 
where, hidden partially by a rock, a rifle would 
gleam. Then a bullet would drive into the back 
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of Fred' i head. That was the pattern. That waa 
what waa believed to have happened to other 
neater*. 

"Well, maybe I ean beat Bradley Duke at 
hla own game," thought Fred at last. He eased 
hii lanky frame up from the bunk and left the 
cabin. 

Still lying in the corn patch where horsemen 
had knocked it over waa the partly broken 
frame of a scarecrow. It had been one of the 
firat things the nester had erected on his "farm." 

"Doesn't scare anything," he once explained 
to the Marshal, "but it's company." 

Carrying the scarecrow, he led his horse into 
a ahed and started working. Presently he led 
the horse out again and, seated in the saddle, 
was a reasonably accurate facsimile of himself. 
Stuffed and padded and lashed to the saddle 
was a dummy in Fred's hat, shirt and pants. 

"From a distance it'll look all right," Fred 
told himself. He led his decoy through the 
gate and sent the obedient horse ambling down 
the trail toward town. Fred himself circled and 
clambered up rocks to the ledge overlooking 
the road. He carried a shotgun. 

As he neared the top he worked cautiously, 
making sure that no crumbled rock was dis- 
lodged by his footsteps. He found a crack be- 
tween two jutting rocks and peered cautiously 
through. He saw what he had anticipated. 
Lying low on a ledge not twenty feet away 
waa Bradley Duke, his rifle barrel gleaming. 
Duke had his back to Fred, his eyes on the 
narrow trail. Off to the left a tiny cloud of dust 
was getting larger. Fred's faithful horse was 
coming along as scheduled, carrying the dummy. 

"The rat ! He wouldn't even give a man a 
fighting chance," thought Fred. 

"Here comes the nester, right on schedule," 
thought Duke. "How can these greenhorns be 
so dumb?" 

Fred made himself as comfortable as possible, 
keeping the shotgun ready. "As soon as he 
fires at the dummy, I'll have him dead to rights," 
he thought. He watched patiently. 

Presently the steady clop-clop of the horse 
could be heard and then Duke raised his gun a 
little, began taking careful aim. 

"Oh. no! Not that angle! Liable to hit the 
horse!" Fred was unaware he had spoken aloud. 

Duke whirled and fired. 



Despite a slug In his shoulder, Frtd leaped 
and covered the several feet In two jump*. HU 
big fist caught the side of Bradley Duke'a Jaw 
before the cattle king could ahoot again. Just 
to make sure, Fred slammed his other fiat 
against the man'a nose. Duke sprawled on the 
ledge, his rifle clattering on the rocks. 

"He was aiming to murder me, all right, but I 
don't know whether I've got a case," mused 
Fred, aloud. 

"You've got a ease, all right," said a voice 
behind him. "I saw the whole thing." It was 
the Marshal. 

Not being as word-frugal as the nester, the 
Marshal readily explained that he, too, had 
figured out that Duke would probably try to 
dry gulch Fred. He admitted he had been sur- 
prised to discover Fred in the role of stalker 
rather than stalked. He said he had lain low 
in the rocks, awaiting development!, but had 
had his gun ready to prevent any killing*. 

"There's no doubt," continued the Marshal, 
"but what I can get Bradley Duke convicted 
of attempted murder. It's an open and shut case 
and people around here have been getting a 
mite tired of his high-handed ways. He'll go 
to jail, all right." 

"That's good," said Fred. "Then maybe I 
can run my little spread in peace." 

"I doubt it," said the Marshal, dryly. "YouH 
be in jail, too." 

"What?" 

"There can be no doubt you were going to 
ahoot Duke in the back if you hadn't got wor- 
ried and excited about your horse," said the 
lawman, pointing at Fred's shotgun. "Attempted 
murder's as bad for one as it is for another. 
I like you personally, boy, but the law's the law. 
You were aiming to shoot him and you'll go to 
jail, too." 

Fred laughed. 

"What's so funny?" demanded the Marshal. 

"Look at my gun," suggested Fred. 

The Marshal did so. "Well, I'll be hanged!" 
he exclaimed. "It's not loaded! Empty! Well, 
well. I guess you can't accuse a man of wantn t 
to shoot somebody if his gun isn't even loaded ! 

"No, I never wanted to shoot anybody, 
agreed Fred. "I just want to live and let live' 
THE END 
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4021 NORTH RAPFORPAVE. 
NORTH HOLLYWOOP, CALIF. 



HOWDY ^PODNERS"- 

IT SURE IS GOOD TO VISIT WITH ALL YOU FANS AGAIN. 
BLACK JACK ANP I CAN'T WAIT TILL POW-WOW TIME ROLLS 
AROUND EVERY MONTH TO SAY THANKS FOR ALL THE NICE 
LETTERS YOU'VE BEEN SENDING IN. IT MAKES US BOTH FEEL 
REAL MELLOW TO KNOW WE HAVE SO MANY FRIENDS. 

SAY. PARPSJT SURE WARMED MY HEART TO LEARN 
THAT A LOT OF YOU HAVE USEFUL HOBBIES WHICH YOU WORK 
nkl iki vnnc 1PARE TIME. YOU KNOW, OUT ON THE RANCH 

when TeoSm> hmVn, spare Wfirtii DOESN'T JUST 

SIT AROUND AWHITTLIN'. HE GETS TO WORK DOING SOME- 
THING LIKE MAKING OR FIXING ™«|ffiU«fc "fWmWf THI 
CORRAL FENCES, AND ANY Lnti OW TH NG THAT NEEDS 
FIXING AND THEN HE READS OR TRIES TO LEARN ABOUT THE 
SOlLfflW CATTLE j SO HE CAN GET THE BEST RESULTS I BY 
PROPER CARE. BELIEVE ME, PARDS, THE OWNERS OF THE 
RANCHES APPRECIATE COWHANDS WHO ARE WILLING TO 
WORK AHD LEARN AND MAKE THEMSELVES USEFUL. SO 
KEEP UP THE HOBBY IDEAiWILL YOU? IT'LL PAYOFF LATER ON 

SAY, SOME OF YOU HAVE TEACHERS WHO HAVE BEEN 
WRITINGS ME RECENTLY AND THEY TELL ME HOW 'SOME 
OF YOU REACT TO THEIR TEACHINGS, AND I'M PROUD TO SAY 
MOST OF THE REPORTS ARE REAL GOOD. YOU KNOW, BLACK 
TACK IS A PRETTY SMART HORSE AND HE OBEYS A COMMAND 
WHEN I SIVE IT TO HIM BECAUSE HE KNOWS THAT I .WILL 
TFIl HIM TO DO ONLY SOMETHING WHICH I KNOW IS RIGHT, 
AND tI/aT IS THE SAME WITH YOUR TEACHER, TOO. WHEN SHE 
GIVES YOU AN ASSIGNMENT SHE KNOWS IT IS TO FURTHER 
YOUR KNOWLEDGE, AND THAT SOUNDS LIKE GOOD SENSE TO 
ME. YOU BETCHA 

YEARS AGO OUT WEST HERE, THE SETTLERS HAD TO 
TFACH THEMSELVES, AND WHEN SCHOOLS WERE BUILT THE 
ONE ROOM BUILdThGS WERE COLD, LOS-CABIN TYPE WHICH 
WFRF NFVER ABLE TO KEEP OUT THE HOWLING WINTER WINDS, 

makYnc "n 5arS fo5 the' students to write because THEIR 

MTTLE FINGERS WERE NUMB FROM THE COLD. BUT THE OLD 
WEST BROUGHT FORTH SOME MIGHTY INTELLIGENT ^ HOMBRES 
DESPITE THE HARDSHIPS. SO BE A FRONTIERSMAN AND STICK 
TO THE ASSISHMENTS . 



WELL, BLACK JACK AND I'LL BE AMBLIN' ALONG, SO 
SMOOTH RIDING TILL WE MEET AGAIN IN OUR NEXT ISSUE. 



> BLACK- JACK \J 



^5. OUE LATEST MOVIE ADVENTURES 
_ . MOW SHOWING ON YOUR LOCAL 
— "'SCREENS ARE "THE WYOMING SAWPIT - 
AND "NAVAJO TKA1L- RAIPERS." 
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Y0O sunt CAM sis , AiSO Pons 
BlCYCI.e$ AMD MANY OTHER- 

THWtfS, JUST MAIL COi/PQtY 
TO START, 4/AfE? / O/Q 




AW SIS MAUS 

It/ THE COUPOM 
at rue BOTTOM 
OE THIS PAfc 




too/e,8UD- witsoM sttnwune 

CLOY£R/M£ BRAND SAIVE AND 
EV£8>YTHlM& . I DIDN'T HAVE 
TO %SND A P£MMY. MOW I'll C£T 
MV WjllSTW ATCH 



TWA NKS ,SI$, THIS /* A WONDSBfUL 
- ~ PICTURE THAT YOO'PE 

G/VIA/6 ME W/TM 
THIS EWE SAiYB 



iSS! tHV/A/6 TH$ 

purines maps 

FDAf TO 
, .SILL All I 
f> )H££D fOU 
f MY WATCH 



IT SORB IS — 
I'M GQMG TO OT 
A BIKE NEXT 



VALUABLE / ^ j \ / f ~[ < 
PREMIUMS Vj- LL LL\, 
BOYS GIRLS MEN LADIES 





OKMUINK .22 CAI_ RIFLES. 1000 Shot Daisy Air Rifle, (with 
— ^ of ihot), Cameras, Footballs. Teleacopee, complete Fishing 
Kits. Movie M .chine* l K nt postage paid). Simply «r» 
beautiful pictures with White CtOVERlNE Brand ML VI 
used for chapa and mild bum. and easily sold to friend, 
neighbor*, relative, at 26c a box {with picture) and remit 
amount asked under Premium shown in catalog sent with 
your order postage paid by ui to start- Mail coupon below. 

Watches, Pocket Watches, Blankets. Alarm Clocks Alu- 
minum Ware, Bibles, Pen* Pencil Mta (sent poatan paid), 
"•her Premium, or Cash Commissions. Big catalog 1'" 
iany other personal and household premium.. Sod- 
delay getting what you nit mail coupon m 



Boies (.ent postage paid). Easy lun to ■< 

-™™ «->w. We — J — 



.-: -.in 



MAIL THIS COUPON 
SEND NO MONEY NOW 
WE TRUST YOU 




fLmUdH/lT DAISY'S FAMOUS" 
OnU}£l 800 SHOT 

Liccuseo er stephcm sicsmei/t. #. r. 

COWBOY CARBINE 



Get a eweet-ahootin' RED RYDER COWBOY CAR- 
BINE now and get in on the fun! This famous, Daisy 
800 shot repeater looks, feels, handles like a real west- 
ern cowboy saddle gun! Carbine Ring has Leather 
Saddle Thong attached. Red Ryder's name, horse, 
branded on atock. Ask Dad NOW to buy i' 
from your Daisy dealer! Promise Dad you'll fol- 
low Daisy's Safety Shooting Rules — just as 
millions of boys have since 18681 



«<V $ 495 

Mail coupon, unused 3c stamp — we'll mail 
prepaid your big free, copyrighted Christ- 
mas reminder kit— to reach you about Dec. 
1. Kit should help "sell" your parents on 
getting the Daisy you want for Chriatmas- 
;^T7 as it has already helped thousands. Hurry! 

MAIL COUPON NOW I 

DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

1299 UNION ST., PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U. S. A. 

I enclose unused 3c stamp to help < 



-It iftihtiy 
Rockiti, Wiit. 



tie 



No. 311 — DAISY B-B GUN 'n SCOPE TARGET 



No. 25— DAISY PUMP GUN 



I engraved Jacket. 
I No. XOO— DAISY SINGLE SHOT 



id. No Ga- 




el. 




No. 120 \ 



Complete 
with Silvery 

Chrome U W Only $4.95 

Plated Targeleer Pistol, plastic Shooting Gal- 
lery, 7Spinner Targets, 2 cans "tiny *B-B" shot. 
If dealer hasn't it, send $5 to Daisy, Dept. T-10, 

I we' 11 ship set pre paid. Sorry, no Canadian ord era. 
ft*** 

Bull's Eye Shot in B-B Pake* Are Best For 1 



St. & No.. 
City 




B&B GUNS 

I H DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., Dept. 1299, Union St, Plymouth, Michigan, U.S.A. 



